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LOSER’S PROFILES 


[Pronounced Loo-sers"White Liable" 



BLENDED SCOTCH TAPE 86.8% PROOF AGAINST UNWARREN f EO OPENING OF FILES ig G LIDDY IMPORT CO. WASHINGTON. D.C. 


JOHN N. TWITCHELL 

HOME: Watergate Hotel. Washington, D.C. 

AGE: None of your business 

PROFESSION: Lawyer, T.V. Personality 

HOBBIES: Nature-lover, Enjoys planting seeds 
and bugs 

LAST BOOK READ: “The Sensuous Wire- 
tapper" 

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Taking 
skullduggery off the street and putting it back 
in Government where it belongs 

QUOTE: "Martha, get off the phone." 

PROFILE: Loyal and devoted, an authority on 
art, music and rifling files. In 1972.was voted the 
one most likely to get caught with his pants 
down 

SCOTCH TAPE: Losers "White Liable" 



UthentlC. Thereare more than a thousand 
ways to safeguard your personal files these days, but even 
the masters agree-the duality standards for Loser’s 
White Liable ' Scotch Tape are the highest of all. Guar¬ 
anteed to be burglar proof „ everpegls ^ 
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A CRAZY EDITORIAL 


As we said three months ago, “See you in two months." 
Well, we were there. In fact, we were waiting down by the 
corner drug store for over four weeks and there was no sign 
of you. Couldn't you at least call if you knew you were going 
to be late? Send a telegram, maybe? Even a carrier pigeon 
would've been acceptable. The next time you re late, you 
better let us know. After all, we just might decide to leave 
before you show up, and where would that leave you? 


But at least you re here now, and you're probably wonder¬ 
ing the purpose of this meeting. 


This is the second issue of CRAZY. We didn't want to call 
it our second issue. In fact, our Editor wanted to call it our 
First Issue. Part Two. But our Accountant up at Marvel Com¬ 


ics, while waddling into our new, spacious, velvet-plushed 
offices (three floors down from our old, unspacious, skunk¬ 
skinned-plushed offices) asked Editor Wolfman, "Editor 
Wolfman. when the heck is CRAZY #2 coming out, you over¬ 
grown excuse for a midget?' We told him that we had de¬ 
cided not to publish our second issue, but we d be glad to 
publish the second part of CRAZY MAGAZINE #1. Well, our 
Accountant, having recently graduated from Millard Fill¬ 
more Junior High School in the Bronx, looked up at 
us through his tinted contact lenses (one lensis tinted green, 
while the other is checkered red and black) and said we 
couldn't publish two issues of CRAZY #1. We d have to pub¬ 
lish one issue of #1 and one issue of #2. So, for those of 
you who are wondering why this is CRAZY #2 instead of #1. 
part 2, you can blame our Accountant. 

Don t blame us. 


WHO'S WHO 

Now that we’re straightened out on our 
numbering situation, we have some news 
for you. We’ve finally worked out our 
budget problems this issue. For those of 
you who managed to find CRAZY #1 on 
the newsstand (usually it was wedged in 
between copies of MAD and SCIENTIFIC 
AMERICAN) you know that we were sad¬ 
dled with an overwhelming $32.50 bud¬ 
get to pay our artists and writers. Well, 
this issue we are happy to say we’ve got 
a big boost and we're now approaching 
the oig $50.00 mark. That contribution 
from Sanchez in the Mail Room helped 
us reach this new height. Thanks, San¬ 
chez, we’re in your debt forever. 


With our new improved budget, we 
were able to hire a whole new crew of 
BIG NAME* contributors to help fill this 
issue. Our first new *BIG NAME* contri¬ 
butor is ART BUCHWALD. 


Art, as many of you know, writes a 
thrice-weekly column that appears in al¬ 
most every newspaper in the Free World. 
Occasionally, they also appear in the Ex¬ 
pensive World, but we’d rather not talk 
about that. If your newspaper happens 
to be one of the few holdouts, write a 
threatening note to the Editor (the news¬ 
paper’s Editor, not our Editor) and de¬ 
mand it. If you still don't get the column, 
either buy a different newspaper or move 
to a different town. 

And while we’re hyping Mr. B., here’s 
a reminder to hop, skip and jump down 
to your neighborhood bookstore and 
ask for one of his latest hard-cover or 
paperback books. If the bookstore 
doesn't carry them, follow the instruc¬ 
tions in the paragraph above. 


Another *BIG NAME* contributor is 
HARVEY KURTZMAN. For those of you 
who have been vacationing on the other 
side of the Kree Galaxy for the past 25 
years, Harvey's the guy who created 
MAD COMICS back in the funky fifties, 
changed it over to MAD MAGAZINE a 
scant 24 issues later, and then went on 
to create half a dozen of the best short¬ 
lived humor mags anywhere. 


After years of shlepping around com¬ 
ics, Harvey sold his soul and typewriter 
to a certain Bunny Keeper in Chicago, 
and created Little Annie Fanny for PLAY¬ 
BOY MAGAZINE. 
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(This is a personal aside to Harvey, so 
the rest of you skip this paragraph and 
move right oa) Harv: With almost 95% of 
the CRAZY CREW having been raised 
on everything from MAD to the JUNGLE 
BOOK, all we gotta say is thanks, and 
you're one helluva act to follow. 

Handkerchiefs will be sold during in¬ 
termission. 

Our final *BIG NAME* contributor is 
STAN LEE. Stan is publisher of the en¬ 
tire line of Marvel Comics and Maga¬ 
zines, created the now world-famous 
SPIDER-MAN, FANTASTIC FOUR and 
the ever-popular PATSY AND HEDY, has 
five secret Swiss Bank Accounts in New¬ 
ark, New Jersey—recently invented a 
cure for Post Nasal Drip, and is the only 
man alive who knows the dreaded sec¬ 
ret of how to put those eight great toma¬ 
toes in that itty bitty can. Stan is also the 
writer of the upcoming sex-opus novel, 
’’The Sensuous Comic Book Publisher’’ 
by L.’ 


This issue's Fumetti story was filmed 
by CRAZY photographer MICHELE 
WOLFMAN on the actual campus of 
Queens College in Flushing, New York. 


Now that we’ve honored our contracts 
with the *BIG NAMES* and plugged ’em 
all over the page, let’s move on to the 
little guys—those courageous ground- 
workers without whose help CRAZY 
would probably be SICK. 


Our first little name is JOHN BUSCE- 
MA, who, with the aid of the CRUSTY 
BUNKERS (a secret spy network based 
somewhere in Gary, Indiana) produced 
our cover-featured "Live And Let Spy" 
take-off. John, besides drawing for CRA¬ 
ZY and the rest of the Marvel line of com¬ 
ics, also does incredible impersonations. 
His James Cagney is so good it keeps the 
entire CRAZY CREW rolling on the floor. 
In fact, we like it so much, we want all of 
you to hear it as well. Take the floor, 
John. "Okay, you miserable dwarf, how's 
this? Huh?” See, didn’t we tell you he’s 
great? By the way, L.A.L.S. was written 
by STU SCHWARTZBERG and ROY 
THOMAS, both of whom we publicly em¬ 
barrassed last issue. 

We’d like to thank the college staff for 
their courtesy and the matches we used 
in burning down the Math, Science and 
so: 



Steve Hollingsworth. Mark Hanerfeld. Len Wein. Don Glut. Rob Barrow. Linda 
Glut. Dave Cockrum. Dave Kresowaty. Marv Wolfman. Lee Bloomfield. Sharon 
Hanerfeld. Allan Sylvan Sr. Don Warfield. Tina Glowatz. Carla Josephs. Phil 
Glowatz. Gerry Conway. 





Our second new little name contributor 
is NEAL ADAMS who contributed the art 
on McCLOWN to editor MARV WOLF- 
MAN'S story. Neal is an outspoken artist 
who usually has a view on any and every¬ 
thing, but since Neal also happens to 
have a terrible lisp and stutters, no one 
takes anything he says too seriously. 


STEVE GERBER and TIM KIRK make 
their appearance with our “University 
Bulletins of the Future" feature. Steve, 
a self-made religious fanatic who suf¬ 
fers from terminal Ring Around The Col¬ 
lar was born and raised in St. Louis, 
which probably explains a lot. Tim Kirk 
hails from California. He also hails from 
Denver, Colorado; Battlecreek, Michi¬ 
gan; and wherever the hail else he wants 
to hail from. Tim, in his spare time away 
from the drawing board, raises Turkish 
Tatty which he sells to tourists. 


Steve also wrote another feature in 
this issue, namely our "Correspondence 
School Ads." This time, ROBERT GRAY- 
SMITH provided the art. It is a little 
known fact, but nevertheless true, that 
Robert also happens to be the current 
President of the United States, but that 
he wishes to keep that fact a secret for 
obvious reasons. 


LARRY HAMA and RALPH REESE 
provided the art to STEVE SKEATES' 
"Nostalgia Catalogue." Actually, Ralph 
and Larry are one person pretending to 
be two separate individuals. In fact, neith¬ 
er Ralph’s nor Larry's girl friends know 
of this despite the fact that they have 
double-dated quite often, As for Steve 
Skeates, contrary to all rumors, Steve 
has not beaten the world Head-Banging 
record. He stopped two minutes short 
of breaking the record when his remain¬ 
ing brains oozed out through his eye¬ 
balls. 


That takes care of all our new contri¬ 
butors. Our old leftovers who were warm¬ 
ed up for this go-around are, of course, 
BOB FOSTER, back with another ridicu¬ 
lous MOOSE article. We'll keep printing 
Bob's stuff until he develops a sense of 
humor. VIC MARTIN is back drawing 
more "Features We'd Be CRAZY To 
Print" and "'Celebrities' Gravestones" 
since he had nothing better to do with 
his spare time. And FRANK KELLY FRE- 
AS, our *BIG NAME’ contributor from 
last issue is also back with another cover 
and a special Art Masterpiece—the first 
in a series of 1,275,324. Collect 'em all. 



CRAZY CONTRIBUTORS TAKE THE PRIZES ... and run! 

A few months back the ACADEMY (who wrote last issue's Upseidown 
OF COMIC BOOK ARTS, a group con- Adventure) for Best Dramatic Writer 
sisting of about every professional (so thats why nobody laughed) MA- 
writer and artist in comics, as well as RIE SEVERIN (who does our inside 
letterers, colorists, basketball repair- covers plus anything else we call on 
men, shoe salesmen and Supreme her for except inflating our egos) for 
Court Judges, voted on who were the Best Humor Artist MIKE PLOOG 
best talents in the comic industry, and (who drew last issue's Kung Fooey) 
half the CRAZY CREW won for Best New Talent. STEVE SKE¬ 

ATES (who is still recovering from his 
recent frontal lobotomy) for Best Hu- 
Top awards went to MARV WOLF- mor Story. And this month s *BIG 
MAN (our overweight Editor) for Best NAME* contributor,HARVEY KURTZ- 
Comedy Writer. ROY THOMAS (our MAN, won the Special Hall of Fame 
Executive Editor and demolition ex- award. Hoo Hah! 
pert) for Best Continuing Feature (Co¬ 
nan the Barbarian—it may not be fun- There, now isn't plugging all of you 
ny, but what the heck?). LEN WEIN worth your not getting a raise? 


Elmer C. Fudd 
from Paula Wandless 
Brother Gustave Zigbush 
from Chuck Brenna 

Hodiah Twist 
from W. Buday 

Ebbidito Grub 
from Kevin Reynolds 

Harry U. Creep 
from Tana McComb 

Egbert F. Lonefester 
from David Bolnick 

Waldo Furshluginer 
from William Ward 

Hercamer B. Phillipps 
from Brian Bieberle 

The CRAZY CREW carefully read and 
re-read these and all the other submis¬ 
sions. We discussed it amongst ourselves 
with great seriousness, and we made 
our final decision: 


ANNOUNCING the 
SECOND and GREATEST 

NAME-THAT-NEBBISH 

CONTEST. 

You blew it. All of you. None 
of your names were fit to be 
used by Flipper, let alone our 
no-nonsense Nebbish. So 
you’ve got another chance 
and don’t blow it again. And 
remember, the winner will 
not receive a year’s subscrip¬ 
tion to America’s Third Best- 
Selling Humor Magazine. 


GET CRAZY-IN THE PRIVACY OF YOUR HOME! 

Yes, at long last you don’t have to take the long grueling trek to the 
corner drug-store to find CRAZY MAGAZINE. You can have it deliver¬ 
ed to your home where no one will ever know. 

So why don’cha SUBSCRIBE and get CRAZY NOW! 

Just send this coupon plus $3.50 in check or money order ($4.00 in 

Canada, $5.50 in foreign parts). 

Name.. 

Address.. 

City.State.. Zip. 

Ward Number. 
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At last count, we received 9,271 en¬ 
tries in our world-wide NAME-THAT- 
NEBBISH-CONTEST. Names flooded 
in from all over the globe, from nearby 
Brooklyn, New York,to the farthest reach¬ 
es of Newark, New Jersey. And since 
we’ve got about a column and a half to 
waste, we thought ydu'd like to see some 
of your answers. 


Ghengis Q Phetlok 
from Terry Woodfield 

Ambrose Nihil Grossbeck IV 
from Dan Genung 
Nerdless B. Huxley 
from Tim Poulter 

Harlan Nebbish 
from M. Western 

Torky Hogglesnob 
from Kevin Bonawitz 

Melvin Cowznofskibumpastafazoola 
from Mike France 

Piglet Pete 
from Mike Fink 

Pierpont Snerd 
from David Hight 














Not the money 
just the bank? 


HOME ON THE DERANGED DEPT. 


FIRST CAME THE WESTERNS: COWBOYS VS INDIANS, COWBOYS VS OWLHOOTS. THEN CAME 
THE DETECTIVES: DETECTIVES VS MASTER CRIMINALS, DETECTIVES VS. COPS. 

NOW THERE'S SOMETHING NEW - SOMETHING THAT COMBINES THE DUMBEST PARTS OF 
BOTH COWBOYS AND DETECTIVES - NAMELY A COWBOY DETECTIVE ON LOAN FROM TACOS, 
NEW MEXICO, TO NEW YORK CITY. AND HIS NAME IS - 


TIMES SQ.M TIMES SQ.fl 


SCRIPT: 

MARV WOLFMAN 
ART: 

NEAL ADAMS 


Wull, if ah ain't been made 
t' look lak a ketcher's mitt 
with acne - thet 
master criminal 

ah been searchin' fer's escaped. 


No, 

not thet one, 
Officer. I 


Nope, 

] not him either.! 


J Frank Frippe, L 
the Counterfeiter 
who printed eleven 
million dollars in phony 
three dollar bills? 


Well, which 
Master Criminal, 


Ferd Foom, 

J thet good-fer nothin' 
jaywalker 
who crossed 
this street not 
half an hour ago. 


Oh, don’t worry 
about him, McClown. 
In this traffic, 
he probably hasn't 
even reached the 
other side, yet. 


AIN'T HE, UH, ISN'T HE JUST CUTE, FOLKS? JUST YOUR TYPICAL TV WESTERN MARSHAL 
COMPLETE WITH TYPICAL TV WISE - BUT - CUTE WESTERN SAYING, AND TYPICALLY CUTE 
TV WESTERN NAIVETE. TYPICALLY TV CUTE, HUH? ALSO TYPICALLY TV SICKENING. 





































Cain't unnerstan' it, 
hoss. Back in Tacos, 
nobody'd jaywalk. 
'Course we ain’t 
got no streets an' 
no lights, but still - 


No use 
escapin' me, 
varmint — 
yer under 
arrest. 


He's gtttin' away, 
dang it - makin' us 
look lak Possums 
takin' a bath in 
Beaver Stew. 


C'mon, hoss — 
we gotta ketch 
thet jaywalker. 


Arrest? You're 
a cop? 

Thank the Lord. 

I thought 
you were some 
new kind of 
mugger. 


Cute 
Western 
Sayin’, 
huh, hoss? 


Nayyyyyyyyl 


Ah've been 
here three 
years now, 
already. 
Plannin' on 
stayin' 
twelve more. 


| Nope, ah 
have thet 
much more 
to spend. 
Yew oughtta 
see my 
i expense 
account. 


Name's Marshall 
Sam McClown 
from Tacos, 
New Mexico, 
visiting New York 
tuh study Big City 
Poh-lice work. 


Glad yuh asked, 
'cause ah gotta tell 
someone thet ev'ry week 
just so no one fergets 
what a clown dressed 
in western duds is doin' 
workin' fer 
New York's Finest. 


What's this 
all about? 
Who are you? 


You have 
that much 
I more to 

learn? 


Now, here's yer ticket fer 
Jaywalkin'. If we ketch 
yew again, we take away yer legs. 


Typically cute 
TV Western 
Justice, huh? 


McClown, 
you’re a 
clown. 

Look at these 
requisitions. 


So far this week you've lost 
12 Guns, 23 Badges, 

3 Squad Cars, and 
11 Horses. You expect us 
to keep giving you 
new ones? 



They would 


in Tacos. 

i/yS 

Yew oughtta 

v%nv! 

see their 


expense 

Mill 

account. 








































No! Don't josh 'bout thet, Cap'n. Ah still haven't been forced 
to dangle precariously from the torch of the Statue of Liberty, 
or even trip down all 102 flights of stairs in the Empire State 
Building, or any of those things that'd kill any real person, but 
us TV super-cops go through each week without even a scratch. 


'Sides which — ah 
haven't used up 
even half muh 
Expense Account, yet. 


Reason I called you here, 
McClown, is to give you the 
good news. I've arranged for 
you to be sent back to Tacos 
in the morning. 


But eleven horses? 
How could you 
possibly lose 
eleven horses? 


Sam 

McClown, 
what are 
you doing? 


sneakered 


This is our kissin' scene. 
Crass — tuh show 
the folks that even though 
ah'm a bumbling hick, 
ah'm still a great lover. 


I wouldn't brag 
about it, Sam. 
You just kissed 
my 30-day 
deodorant pad. 


Gosh, you're 
my hero. 
Super-fly. 
Can I buy 
$700 worth 
of stash? 


Last week alone, 
Columbo, Cannon, 
MacMillan and Wife, 
and Mannix all 
arrested me. 


I jus' 
picked 
your 
pocket, 
man. 


I Next week I'm to be 
eaten as a sacrifice by 
the Cookie Monster. 


Now, watch me 
in action. 


Good. At least you 
got it illegally. 






Wbere'd you 
get $700, 

1 


kid? 

■ 









































See? I'm the new 
kind of villain 
everyone can 
instantly despise. 


There's the slimy 
degenerate pusher. 

It took the entire 
New York Police 
Department four months 
to find him. 


Anyway, McClown is supposed 
arrest me, now — but don't worry, 
I'll be out in time for 
Sesame Street next week. 


Okay, Varmint. 

Don't move. 
Yer under arrest. 


Perhaps ah made 
thet decision 
a bit too hastily. 


I With that 
lariat? 
You're 
crazy. 
Let me use 
my gun. 


|Anyway, here's 
mah chance for 
I some of thet 
I perilous action 
this week. 


mm 
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An' after narrowly missin’ 
Miss Liberty, ah fouled up 
th’ propellers an' made 'em crash 
inta th' Brooklyn Bridge. 

No one was hurt, though. 


Don't fret none, 
Cap'n. 

No one kin 


Ah misplaced the 
bridge while 
bringin' it in 
fer questioning. 


Very good. 
McClown. Now, 
where’s the 50 tons 
of opium he stole? 


the Helicopter. 
Riqht atop 


An' then he kicked me 
outta th’ office. 

It wouldn't've been 
so bad, but it was 
the window he kicked 
me outta. 


But a bridge? 
How could you 
possibly lose an 
entire bridge? 


Who asked fer yew, 
McClown? Frankly, 
since yew left 
we got us a 
new marshall, 


Anyway, the Cap'n said ah better git 
back to Tacos now. Crass - or he'd 
somehow misplace me - in the 
bottom of the East River 


A new 
Marshall-? 
Who? 


That's right, McClown - 
[Marshall Dullard-previously 
. of Dodge. 


Right here, boy. 
Turn around and 
say hello. 


Sure, 

Miss Cootie. 
Raght, Doc? 


Yew betcha. 
Don'tcha agree 

Chester? 


Rough 





















CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL ADS YOU'VE NEVER SEEN DEPT. 


Wanna become a Brain Surgeon? A Nuclear Scientist? A Lion Tamer? Well, you don't need years and 
years of study to become anything anymore. All you've gotta do these days is send a post card to a Cor¬ 
respondence School and let the U.S. Mail do the rest. 


Even if you flunked toilet training, you can EARN A COLLEGE MAN'S SALARY! 

Train with 
us for a 
career as a 


ALL YOU DO IS STAND THERE AND MAKE MONEY!! 
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If you read the papers-or even if you don't know how- 
you’ve heard that the cost of building materials has risen 
dramatically over the past five years. 

Presidential commissions, independent survey groups, 
and the Fordyce Hawaiian League have all come to the same 
catastrophic conclusion: UNLESS ALTERNATIVES TO PRE¬ 
SENT CONSTRUCTION MATERIALS ARE FOUND IMMEDI¬ 
ATELY, THERE WILL NEVER BE ANOTHER BUILDING BUILT 
IN THE UNITED STATES!! 

But what? Where? How? 

The answer to the first question is: YOU! 

The answer to the second question is: ANYWHERE you’d 
like to work. 

And the answer to the third is: TRAIN WITH US! 

E.B. Wall & Sons. 

Right. Our forests have been plundered, our metal re¬ 
sources depleted, but life-HUMAN LIFE-is as cheap as 
ever! More and more, construction engineers are coming to 
realize the advantages of modular buildings that go home at 
night! 

Buildings made of people, just like you and me! 

Imagine! You slip into your slot every day, down on the 
street where you can watch the world go by, or high above 
the ground with a magnificent view of the world below! 
You're part of an organic building. All you have to do is stand 
there and earn big bread! 

You can swap amusing anecdotes with the rest of the wall. 
Or sleep if you wish. Or sip your favorite beverage. And on 
many days, you can even sit down, when people indoors want 
a window open! If you love the outdoors, this is the career 
for you! 


We’ll build you step by step into the kind of wall any archi¬ 
tect would be proud to hire! And there’s a money-back guar¬ 
antee! If you aren’t hired within one month after finishing 
our course, send us your useless body, and well send you 
the cost of reducing it to its chemical components! 
YOU CAN'T LOSE! Mail the coupon today! 



And remember: E.B. Well & Sons listen /The 
Wells have esrs. 


Yes! Yes! Yes! Send me your complete course on how to 
become a living wall! / enclose $44.50. Also, please 
send your free booklet, which / may keep with no obli¬ 
gation: "When Buildings Sweat ." 

CHECK ONE: Here's the kind of wall / want to be! 
Marble oGranite □ Wood □ Stucco 


Name... 
Address. 
City . 


Phony Advertisement 


SCRIPT: STEVE GERBER 


ART: ROBERT GRAYSMITH 
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Phony Advertisement 


now, M Last- fame can Be youRS! 


(Become A False Messiah! 


our staff cRitiques them, mails them Back qRaded. 
we Rate youR voice on chaRisma, Beatitude, 
seductiveness. 

you Receive our complete jeBumo false messiah 
total concept package! tips on QRowinq, tRimminq, 
shaping youR BeaRd to fit youR style. answeRS to vi¬ 
tal questions like ... 

what coIor should my robcs Be? should my staff 
Be BRonze or coppeR or Rough-hewn wood? how 
do i achieve that look of niRvana in my eyes? 

what's moRe, we'll show you how to make the 
media sit up and take notice of you! how you can 
Bend god’s will to youR own! how to end and/OR 
staRt waRsi how to CReate plagues, famines, pesti¬ 
lences, RepuBlicansi 

can you affoRd to pass up this once-in-a lifetime 
offeR? join jeBumo today! and Rule the eaRth 
tomORROW! 


V) ave you always yeaRned to Be Respected? idol¬ 
ized? admiRed By millions? famous woRld-wide? and 
filthy Rich? 
well, now you cam 

Raise youR staff to the heavens and watch the 
stoRm clouds qatheR at youR command! hold news 
confeRences in any olive c,Rove and watch the me¬ 
dia flock to heap youi see youR own photoqRaph on 
the coveR of time! make the dead walk again! 

impossiBle, you say? noi not with the jesumo 
home study coursc! we call it, “the way to Become 
the salacious messiah." But you'll call it the answeR 
to a pRayeRi fulfilling, seRene, cosmic, conscious 
ness-Raismq, and, Best of all, inexpensive! 

we’ll show you step-By-step how to Become a 
fRaudulent holy man. our kit includes a BatteRy- 
poweRed cassette RecoRdeR on which you’ll make 
impRomptu pRophecies. you send the tapes to us, 


jeBumo apocalyptics, inc. 
on Rapnacok BoulevaRO 
aRinaaeftOon, newjeRsey 00001 

shoot the woRks, jeBumo! i enclose $156.73 
plus one pint of lamB's BlooO, plus my moth 
ep's spleen, make me a holy mam 


name 












Phony Advertisement 


Looking for a career with a future? 

There may be a place for you in the 
expanding field of ... 
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The population's growing every day: A/VrA rate exceed¬ 
ing death rate, not enough food to go around, housing be¬ 
coming ever more scarce. 

Is it any wonder that men with vision and foresight, 
benefactors of humankind like those after whom our In¬ 
stitute is named, are rapidly gaining fame as National 
Heroes? 

The SPECK-WHITMAN-MANSON INSTITUTE OF MASS 
MURDER offers you a no-risk opportunity to enter into 
that same hallowed circle of renownl 

• YOU LEARN BY DOING! We start you off with all the 
basics. You kill only those persons about whom society 
cares not a whit: drunks, derelicts, senior citizens, homo- 
sexuals-with your handy pocket instructor by your side 
at all times, showing you how to get both maximum ef¬ 
fectiveness and maximum pleasure from each outing. 

• WORK YOUR WAY UP-AT YOUR OWN SPEED! 
No grades, no teachers, no unhealthy competition to 
impede your progress! You'll be YOUR OWN MAN at last! 
And we guarantee that in a few short weeks, you'll have 
graduated from meaningless individuals to excess us¬ 
able personnel! You'll soon be destroying bank tellers, 
nurses, sanitation workers, salesmen IN THE PRIVACY 
OF THEIR OWN HOMES! 


• YOU CHOOSE THE STYLE! Like blood? We'll show you 
the techniques by which to obtain maximum spillage! 
Like perversion? Our handy pocket instructor offers you 
twenty-eight diagrams of "Impossible Poses for the Hu¬ 
man Body into which you can twist your finished corpse! 
Like it quick and clean? We show you every weapon to 
save you time and trouble! 

• KILL DOZENS AT ONCE! Learn secrets of smuggling 
ammo and guns to the roofs of tall buildings, where 
there's no need to AIM! Find out about the pros and cons 
of bombing. Discover how a man dropped from a height 
of fifty feet can kill two more on the ground! 
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ART BUCHWALD DEPT. PART ONE 


C 1973 Art Buchwald 



Idiot! That was put 
through after we burned 
down the Science 
Building._ 


STRAIGHT 


All-American. 
Quarterback Coach. 
Goodcheer U. 


Students, we have run out of demands. 
The Administration has given in to our 
every wish, and if we don’t come up with 
something soon, we may have 
to go back to class. 


No! No! We mustn’t! 


Why can’t we 
demand that boys 
and girls live in 
the same rooms? 


Why don’t we demand that 
no teacher can be hired 
without first going through 
a year of hazing at one 
of the Fraternities? 


Oh, I thought we burned 
down the Science Building 
because they wouldn’t give 
us coffee breaks 
during tests. 


No, we got 
coffee breaks after 
we kidnapped the 
Dean of Men. 























We’re allowed to have 
free love in the 
library now. 


There must be something 
we want that they haven't 
_given us. _ , 


Free love 
in the library? 


What about 
Parking Spaces? 
We don’t have enough. 


Let’s kidnap the 
Dean of the Law 
School, and let them 
come up with 
some ideas. 


We got them to tear 
down the Medical School 
to give us more 
Parking Spaces. 


Yeah! Why should we have] 
to think up our demands 
all of the time? 

The school 

has a responsibility to 
make up some for us. 


We’ll lock the 
Dean of Women 
in the Drama 
Department and 
we won’t let her 
out unless the 
University takes 
disciplinary action 
against us! 


I’ve got it! 

A demonstration protesting 
the fact that the Administration 
has given in to all our demands! 


They've taken 
our pride away : 


That’s playing the 
Administration’s game. 
They’d love to think up student 
demands they could give in to. 
But what kind of demonstration 
is that? 


We’re sick 
of living in a 
permissive 
society! 


I say this time 
we go for broke. 
They’ve got to believe 
we mean business. Otherwise, 
they’ll have us back in 
those classes studying 
all that garbage. 


Yeah, in the future, if 
they refuse to discipline 
any student for an infraction, 
the student union will be blow] 
off the face of 
the campus! 


We want 
our manhood 
back. 


This is Irving Forbush 

saying goodbye for now 
for CRAZY Magazine. 
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Writers: ROY & JEAN THOMAS Art: VIC MARTIN 
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FEATURES WE D BE 


Hey, remember us? We're the people who vowed to high heaven that, in our never-ending efforts to create a high-doss humor mag, 
we would definitely not include some of the lowlife-type features you're used to seeing in other, less selective parody mags. Well, 
this time around, we promise not to showcase any feature uninspired or unimaginative enough to be called — 


YOU KNOW YOU’RE REALLY CRAZY WHEN 


You Know You're REALLY CRAZY When 


You Know You're REALLY CRAZY When 


.. a couple of JD types make a crack about your new 
duds, and you find yourself saying: “I heard that!” 


you start believing the political speeches you 
hear on TV! 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


.. you start wishing there’d be 
a sixth “Planet of the Apes” 
movie! 


... the good-looking blonde next 
door forgets to pull down her 
shades... and you call her up to 
tell her about it! 


... you start thinking “Star 
Trek” was the greatest TV series 
of all time! 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


... someone offers you a 
Napoleon Brandy ... and you 
think it was named after you! 


... you actually start enjoying 
these “Features We’d Be Crazy 
To Print!” 


... You catch a “Twilight Zone” re-run 
you hadn’t seen before—and you can’t 
guess the “twist ending”before the first 
commercial! 

















Pledge #2 in a Series of Three: We hereby attest and affirm that we will not stoop to publishing a pleth¬ 
ora of cheapie-type monster-movie photos, accompanied by corny balloons dedicated to the proposition 
that the epitome of humor is to be equated with repeated references to bodily excrescences, sophomoric 
sexual innuendo, and the commercial cliches of the maladroit Media. Translation: We ain't never gonna 
do nuthin' with no title like — 



Avon calling! ^ 
I'm Tcrrv —fly me to Miami 
I hate to say this. Mr. Kong 
but you've got had breath! 
Only your hairdresser 
S s. knows for sure! ^ 


You're in 

r good hands with All-State! \j 
Please don’t squeeze the Charmin’ 
I'll make you an offer you can t 
L refuse! A 

^^Try it — you'll like 









How come those 
throe editorial 
assistants ore getting; 
sick in those 
wastobaskets? 


This Is tho day Dove Burp dollvors 
his latest gag feature. Tho 

Brighter Sldo of toper C olonios. 

When Dove does 
o gog feature, wo 
' s really gog. 


Hey. Serggio —how come you 
doodle those nutty drawings 
across the bordor of the magoxlne 
oil tho time? _ _ 


Bocauso. sehor, whon It 
comes to crossing tho 
border —I know what I 
—s. am talking! 


But, Jerry, how can 
I write next 
issue’s parody of 
"Oklahoma Crud"? 
I haven't even 
seen that movtel 


L_ 

tell you. Pro-boby. you voj 
gotto updoto all thoso 
“l-vs.-Spy gags. Nobody 
bellovos in that stuff any 
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Tho boss soys thot National SplHoon 
mog Is stealing away our older 
rooders. Wo vo gotto prove we re 
as hip as H isl 


Sorry, fella, 
but wo don t 
need any 
more humor 
writers. We've 
had the some 
ones for 20 
years. 


C fflan, Annio 


someplaco 
whero wo ro 
appreciated! 


Right! We II do a spread 
on something really hip. 
like - er — uh — ummm — 


Like maybe 

Watergate? 


Water who? 


This is the guy | 
who writes all i 
your Dlck>ond-' 
Jane take offs?) 


Hey, Alf —you better 
watch ill There s a new 
humor-mag In town — 
and its mascot says ho s 
out to get you I 


I'm sorry, Lou, but you II hovi 
to do this TV spoof over. 






















Strike Three Dept 



Oh yeah? ^ 
Show me the 
rule that says I 
can’t swim out 
to the mound.. 


Man! 

THAT was a 
_ belch! 


The WORLD SERIES is over! The players have gone home for the winter! So now CRAZY takes a peek be¬ 
hind the scoreboard to see some of the high and lowlights of the past baseball season in ... 


LOOKS AT 
BASEBALL 

SCRIPT: STAN LEE 


The bathroom’s 
over there. 
You can’t 
miss it. 













If we can’t 
out-plav ther 
We’ll TICKLE 
death. 


^ Don’t worry. N 
Your grass-stained 


™ Not bad/^^ 
Now do a 
DC-10 landing at 
fcLa Guardia. 




















how paintings see their artists 














ANTLERS HO DEPT. 


SCRIPT & ART: BOB FOSTER 


The EVOLUTION and 
HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 

PART II — Moosekind migrates from the cradle of civilization into the Nile 
Valley, forging the foundations for the empires of Egypt. 


mmi' 

Official seal impressions from Moosepotamia 
(top) and from Esoom (bottom) suggest common 
origins. 


Farming tools found in Moosepotamia (top) and in Esoom (bot¬ 
tom) suggest a common ancestry. 


Dr. Melville Moose standing at the present day site 
of the great city of Moosephis. 


AN ECONOMY TOUR 

of the land of the Phar¬ 
aohs with Dr. Melville 
Moose, PhD, BA, GP, 
BPOE, Archaeologist, an¬ 
thropologist and rock- 
hound. 

DR. MOOSE has made 
a lifework of tracing the j 
origins and evolution of 
moosekind and is recog¬ 
nized as one of the lead¬ 
ing authorities on Moose¬ 
potamia. 


MORE THAN 10,000 YEARS AGO nomadic 
hunters from Moosepotamia settled along the 
banks of the Nile in a place called ESOOM. 

Artifacts depicting costumes and ships, and 
official seals with symbolic designs, suggest 
Moosepotamian origins. 

In 3,100 BC, MOOSNES, first Pharaoh of the 
first dynasty, unified Egypt and founded the city 
of MOOSEPHIS. 








OOSEPOTAMlA 
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EGYPT 


Routes of the nomads from Moosepotamia to Esoom. 


Ships depicted on pots from Moosepotamia (left) aj 
from Esoom (right) suggest designs of similar origins 







The Sphinx at Geezer. In the early 1800’s spelunkers exploring 
the nasal passages of the great Sphinx caused the nose to col¬ 
lapse under the strain of the added weight. 


The 'Age of Pyramids' began around 
2670 BC with the Pharaoh MOOSAR and 
culminated with the building of the 
Sphinx and the great pyramids of GEE¬ 
ZER. 

Around - 1347 BC, the legendary boy 
king TUTANKHAMOOS began his short¬ 
lived reign. Uncovered in 1922, his tomb 
proved to be an overwhelming treasure 
of information and artifacts from that 
era of Egyptian history. 

The essence of Egypt’s 'Age of Empire’ 
survives in the grandeur of those monu¬ 
ments built during the reign of RAMOO- 
SIS n (1299 BC). 






The sarcophagus of Tutankhamoos, who ruled for 10 years of 
the XVII dynasty. 



Jewelry from the tomb of Tutankhamoos includes (left to right) 
a brooch, ring, time-keeping device, tie clip, necklace. 


Twice a year 
sunlight 
penetrates the 
depths of the 
inner chamber of 
the ‘Great Hole’ 
to illuminate, left 
to right, PTOO, 
god of the 
underworld, 
RAMOOSES II, 
the king, and 
AMOOS and 
NANDI, co-gods 
of mirth. 

Below, the great 
temple of ABU 
MOOSE in which 
RAMOOSIS II 
greatly honored 
himself. 









In 332 BC, ALEXANTLER THE GREAT con¬ 
quered Egypt and brought to a close Egyptian 
native rule. After his death in 323 BC, Egypt 
was ruled by PTOLEMOOSES. With the sui¬ 
cide-death of CLEOMOOSTRA in 30 BC, the 
empire of the Nile perished and it became a 
Roman province under AMOOSTUS. 

In 1798 French scientists, brought to Egypt 
by NAPOLEON BONAMOOSE, found the fa¬ 
mous ROSETTA MOOSE-CHIP. 



Alexander the Great, who died at the age of 
32, was immortalized in this marble bust. 



ABOVE: The battle helmet, shield, and bat¬ 


tle axe used by Alexantler the 
Great. 

RIGHT: Dr. Melville Moose views anoth¬ 
er monument of the Nile Valley, 
the MOOSWAN DAM. The pro¬ 
duct of modern technology, the 
dam stands proudly among its 
predecessors. 



A self-inflicted snake-bite brought 
death to Cleomoostra and marked the 
end of the Egyptian Empire. 


The Rosetta Moose-chip was the key to unlocking the mystery 
of deciphering the hieroglyphics. It was instrumental in open¬ 
ing the doors to the past, influential in opening the eyes of the 
public, and overwhelmingly responsible for opening the win¬ 
dows to the laboratory. 
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ART BUCHWALD DEPT. Part Two. 


£ 1973 Art Buchwald 

Oh, to be a swinger with a dozen girls hanging off your every whim, a thousand 
sex-hungry co-eds in hungry waiting for your slightest word of command. What, 
you don't know vyhat it's like to be a swinger? Well, don't worry—no one at CRAZY 
does either— 


THE SENSUOUS STUDENT 

by "B" 


My parents are 
coming up next 
week, and I don't 
know what to do. 


I told them I was living off campus with 
this co-ed in an apartment. But the truth 
is that I’m living in the dormitory. 


I don’t know what 
he’s going to say when 
he finds out I used 
the money to buy books. 


That 
shouldn’t 
really 
disturb 
them. | 


Oh, but it 
will. When 
my dad 
heard 

I was living 
off campus 
with a co-ed, 
he doubled 
my allowance, 


Mom’s likely 
to get pretty 
sore when she 
discovers she’s 
been crying 
for nothing. 


She’s been crying 
a lot since I 
wrote her about livingi 
with this co-ed. 


What will 
your mother 
say? 


The trouble 
with parents 
these days is 
they believe 
everything 
they read. 


Playboy, in a “Sex On Campus’ 
article, made it sound 
so easy to find a co-ed 
to live with. 


Well.let me tell you, for every girl who’s playing 
house with a male college student, 
there are a million co-eds who won’t even 
do the dishes. 


Then all this talk of 
students living out of 
wedlock is exaggerated ? 





































Four told me frankly that it would 
hurt their chances of finding a husband, 
four told me to drop dead, and one 
reported me to the campus police. 


The first one said she didn’t come 
to college to iron shirts for 
the wrong guy. 


Exaggerated? When I got here,) 
I asked ten girls if they .’ 
wanted to live with me. 


What college boy doesn ’«? 

There are more conscientious objectors 
amongst co-eds in the sexual 
revolution than any modern sociologist 
would dare admit. _ 


You can say that again. Every time 
I go home, everybody wants to know 
about the pot parties and orgies 
I go to at school. The only thing that’s 
saved me is that I’ve seen 
Carnal Knowledge twice. 


I guess it’s 
no fun for a young 
man to pretend he’s 
a swinger. 


You have to 
depend on your 
imagination ? 


Look, I’m not 
complaining. I’m just 
trying to figure out 
how to explain it 
to my father. 


Hey, that’s a great idea. 

I It might cause Mom to cry 
again, but it will make Dad 
awfully proud. 


This is Irving Forbush 
for CRAZY MAGAZINE 
signing off for part two. 


Why don’t you 
tell him you can’t 
introduce the co-ed 
you’re living with 


because she’s 
going to have 
a baby. 


■ 
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Way back in 1946, a young, sheepish lad waddled his way up into the offices of Marvel Comics and convinced - 
print, he would become an instant success and have immediate fame and fortune. Well, Stan bought the cartoons, - 
that same afternoon he was run over by a truck. However, ANOTHER funny cartoonist also came up to Marvel - 
second cartoonist. Soon this other young man went on to create MAD Comics, TRUMP Magazine, HUMBUG and- 
cartoons were printed up at Marvel, that it would be a neat thing to show those drawings here, to an entire- 


/ m GOING ID PICK ) 
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k OOP Picnic LUNCHI) 
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I'M HVN6RV! VlOUptfi 
WHAT KIND OF FOOD 
MV ClQl-FPieup 
PACKED 111 THIS / 
. SUITCASE!? y 


r Hey! .what mo of food 
i e “THIS?! iv better 

iEAT IT OR SHE'LL BE IN- 
V eULTEP/ ^ 
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THIS BASKET! 


te ir 


irari 


"m 






























editor Stan Lee to purchase his wild wacky cartoons. This young talent was sure that once his bizarre humor saw 
printed them, and when they saw print, absolutely NOTHING at atl happened to this young cartoonist. You see, 
Comics and the fame and fortune that was supposed to strike the first artist (instead of the truck), struck the 
HELP! and finally Little Annie Fanny for PLAYBOY. Anyway, we at CRAZY thought since some of his FIRST 
new audience. The name of the guy is HARVEY KURTZMAN, and his cartoon strip is . . . 


f HEAR? HEAR > 

THC POP 4ND 

emu mw 

VMRK SOUKS III! 
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rr l-lookb 

LIKE IT'S ABOUT 
WORN OUT! 
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I'M STILL HUN6RV, 
0OT I'M EATINS 
SOFT, LUMPY, UN- 
CRACKLV 
CATMEAl! 
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Writer: STEVE SKEATES Artists: LARRY HAMA & RALPH REESE 



J'ostalgic 

ar aphernalia 


Today, Nostalgia is big business-really big! All over the country smart businessmen 
are raking in mounds and mounds of coin by selling Mickey Mouse watches, old comic 
books, and Little Orphan Annie Decoding Rings. But that's today's nostalgia of the past. 
What about the nostalgia off today, that is, the nostalgia of the future for today. What 
we mean is ... heck, you figure it out, as CRAZY presents ... 


Ptlts 


CATAi 



The forerunner of today’s cream-cheese beds, water beds 


were splashy rather than squishy. But still they started it 
all. Amaze your friends; make them sea sick; buy a water bed. 


Only 12.99 each 


SMILE BUTTONS 


Back in those dismal days of the early 1970’s, most people 
couldn’t seem to smile—there was simply nothing to smile 
about-so instead they wore smile-buttons, to at least show 



Now, you can own one of these sickeningly sweet buttons. 
These aren’t cheap copies. These are real, authentic 1970 


smile buttons... only 35.00 each 
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OWN A PIECE OF THE LAKE 


SPECIALTY 

ITEMS 


Contrary to popular belief, Lake Erie still exists. And, 
for only $9.95, we will send you your very own chunk 
of this famous ecological disaster. Makes a colorful 
paperweight, or an effective blunt instrument. Order 
two and start your own slime farm. 



'i &mm. 

jOycon&.v 



Actual Straight-Jacket worn by the Marat 

DeSade. 3.99 

The Watergate Tapes, never played. 2.37 

Joe Namath's knee, preserved in 

formaldehyde. 4.45 

Mary Tyler Moore's left leg. 7.50 

A can of dog food, reportedly made from 

Secretariat. 5.47 

A flute used in the New York All-Nude Philharmonic 
Orchestra Recital at Carnegie Hall. 6.75 


-BE A JESUS FREAK 1970 


Hey there, nostalgia buff! Remember the L.P. record 
Jesus Christ Superstar which everyone loved? Remember 
the Broadway show Jesus Christ Superstar which every¬ 
one felt bland about? And remember the big-time movie 
Jesus Christ Superstar which managed to offend every 
ethnic and religious group from Jews to Druids? Well, for 


the first time since those sickening seventies, we've got 
the actual recordings (all three of them) of Jesus Christ 
Superstar. So you can offend a minority in the privacy of 
your home. And if you order now, we'll also throw in as a 
special bonus, "47 Easy Ways to Find God" by the famed 
Theologian, Marjoe. 
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And, if you order now, you will also receive 
absolutely free Volumes Two and Three of the 
Encyclopedia Britannica. 


Remember commercials-those 
nauseating, repetitious television 
commercials of the early 1970’s? 

Remember how, when the commercial 
came on, you would run out to the 
refrigerator and grab a beer? Remember 
beer? Well, unfortunately, due to 
today’s new prohibition laws, we can’t 
give you beer. But we can give you 
commercials. The sound track of every 
one of your favorite commercials. They 
are all on one record. Hear Chubby 
Checker say, “Hi, my name is Chubby 
Checker. I used to do a little thing 
called the twist." Hear a bunch of 
absolute idiots chant “Ring around 
the collar ring around the collar,” 
over and over and over again. Plus 
forty-seven different spiels for Nat 
King Cole records. All on this one 
long-play record ... yours for only 9.95 


TIME MACHINE 




SHOES 


Remember when 
there used to be 
short people? They 
were funny, but 
cute. Some of them 
even tried to hide 
their shortness 
by wearing elevator 
or platform shoes. 
But we weren’t 
fooled, were we? 


Now, you can have your own pair 
of short-people-shoes. An interesting 
conversation piece. Or try them on. But 
watch out. Don’t bump your head on 

the ceiling, levators. 8.95 

Platforms. 9.85 

Wedgies. 6.75 



The first cheap, personal time machine was 
introduced to the general public in 1976. 
Unfortunately, it was a total economic dis¬ 
aster, due to the fact that it could only send 
a person back to 1957 and caused cancer. 
We have obtained an unlimited supply of 
these machines. They make interesting con¬ 
versation pieces. Trick your enemies by 
sending them back to 1957 and giving them 
cancer. Also, can be easily transformed 
into beautiful floor lamps. 19.37 each 


The book that everyone's 
talking about! 




"Where The Heck Are They Now?” Have you 
ever wondered whatever happened to all 
your favorite T.V. stars, all your favorite movie 
stars, all your favorite political stars? 

Sure you have. C’mon, own up to it. Well, 
now you can find out. They're all here! 

Dustin Hoffman. Carol Burnett. Richard 
Milhous Nixon. John and Mark Lindsay. 
. 5.95 
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A long time ago the United States (remember them?) 
had a Vice President named Spiro (Spiro Who?) Agnew. 
In his last book, Spiro T. Agnew discusses the end of 
the two-party system, and the subsequent take-over of 
the United States of America by the International Empire 
of Luxemburg. A must for nostalgia fans. 


Now, for the first time since the 
middle 1970's, learn the truth behind 
the Agnew Grapefruit Conspiracy 
and other in-depth political secrets. 

6.95 


Everyone remembers people, those crazy bi-peds that used to 
dot the countryside back in the 1970’s and early 1980's. They 
were foolish, adventurous, and stupid. But fun. Remember how 
they used to think that they were running the whole show? You 
don’t see people much anymore, but we’ve managed to corral a 
few. And we’re willing to let them go for a modest price. They 
come dressed in colorful clothing of the ’70’s. Buy two and watch 
them multiply. 


MAN 


WOMAN 


CHILD 


PUPPY DOG 


BASEBALL 


Man.13.98 

Woman.12.97 

Child. 9.96 


Accessories 

Puppy dog.4.95 

Baseball.1.94 

















ART BUCHWALD DEPT. PART THREE 


© 1973 — Art Buchwald 

Colleges, though quiet these past few years, are still in the midst of TURMOIL and* 
CHANGE For yesterday’s STUDENT is now today's understanding 'with-it' TEACHER— 
and of course these new Professors can relate to student's demands—or can they? . 


What happened, 
Professor? 


The militant students just 
took over my office and 
threw me down the stairs. 


If I pressed charges, 

I would only be playing 
into the hands of the 
repressive forces 
outside the University 
who would like nothing 
better than to see 
students arrested 
for assault. 


From my point of view it is—but 
I think we have to look at it 
from their point of view. 

Why did they throw me down the stairs?! 
Where have we, as faculty, 
failed them? 


Why, that’s 
terrible! 


Are you going 
to press charges? 


But why did they 
assault you? 


I have to admit I was surprised about that. 

But there was one heartening note. 

As they threw me down the stairs, one yelled 
“It isn’t you. Professor. 

It’s the system.” 


That must have 
made you feel 
better. 


























I’m not sure, 
but it probably 
has to do with 

something the administration 
and the students are 
at odds about. 


Say, isn’t that the 
Philosophy building 
going up in flames? 


I was going 
to ask you 
that. 


Now, why did 
they have to go 
and set fire to the 
Philosophy Building? 


I don’t think 
we should make 
judgements until 
all the facts are 
in—there are 
moments when an 
unlawful act can 
bring about just 
reforms. 


Why? Students 


Professor, I believe the militant students ov< 
at the quadrangle are building a scaffold. 
They wouldn’t hang anyone, would they? 


have as much stake 
in the University 
as anyone, and if the 
students don't want a 
Philosophy Building, 
ve should at least listen 
to their arguments. 


But the books, the 
records, the papers 
all are going up in 
smoke .. . shouldn’t 
we at least call the 
fire department? 


But 
that’s a 
terrible 
thing 
to do. 


They haven’t—before. But it’s 
I quite possible that this is their 
way of seeking a confrontation 
with the establishment. 


I wish you 
wouldn't... if 
we don’t let the 
students try 
new methods of 
activism, they’ll 
never know for 
themselves which 
ones work and 
which ones are 
counterproductive. 


This is Irving Forbush 

for CRAZY MA GAZINB j 
signing off. JH 


J 

Get the 

si 

rope. 
































SCRIPT: MARV WOLFMAN 
ART: VIC MARTIN 


TOMB IT MAY CONCERN DEPT, 


Vacant 


kZARU 


Richard 
M. Nixon- 
I WAS the 
President. 


n 007 th 

Heaven 











NO Blacks 
lews 
Moslems 
Chinese 
Catholics 
ALLOWED!!!!! 


V Archie 


Martha 

Mitchell 

Hold all calls. 
— please 















LIVE AND LET BE BORED DEPT. 


HOW TO DO THE SAME THING, ONLY DIFFERENT: What do you do when you've already re-made the same sex-spy- 
and-sportscar movie seven times? (Or is it 70?) Well, first, you find another pretty face to play James Bombed, Agent 007-11, 
licensed to kill, maim, and generally mortify. Next, you get a defrocked Beetle to sing the title song — loud. Finally, for good 
measure, you throw in a pinch of Relevance (that's spelled B*L , A , C”K*S), and then you call the whole mish-mash something 
insipid like — 

LIVE AND LET SPY 

WRITERS: STU SCHWARTZBERG & ROY THOMAS ART: JOHN BUSCEMA 8. THE CRUSTY BUNKERS 



w iiiiiipr 


Let's get this straight, M&M. I do the bad jokes and 


All right, 007-11. 
I've got an 
important 
mission lined up 
for you, so 
let's — 


Would 
you like 


puns in these movies, not you. 


Jls that perfume* 
il smell? Do you 
have a woman 
| up here? 


Now, you're to 
fly to New York 
to look into the : 

suspicious 
deaths of 347 of 
our top agents, 


Good 


FORGET 

It, 

already! 


| International scandal —questions in 
ithe Commons — resignation — pension 


out the window 


morningl 




So what? Even racing- 
horse studs have 

forelegs. 

_, 



m 


















Later, at New York's tamed Rutherford B. Hayes 
International Airport... —- — 


Hmm. You 


'DRIVER! There's another car 
I_alongside us! 


familiar, 

driver. Have 
you been In 
New York 


ll'd never hovel 


Who? Other secret agents* 


[No. The Republicans! 


SECRET 

AGENT 

TAXICAB 

6ERVJCE 

INC- 


60$ FORIST 
4 MILITARY 

secrets 


Well, I just got word we've traced that car 
to an address in Harlem. Get up there and 
| look into it after you fill out this form. 


Hello. I'm ■ 

Secret Agent 
007-11. I d 
have been 


ou mean — th« 
Republicans? 


No. The Democrats. 


earlier, but 
my driver was 
wasted by the 
enemy. 


[enemies! 


What is it? My 

license to kill? 


Voodoo 


I can t 
stand it! 
Jimbo, 
they're 
topping you 
at every 
turn — 


Good 
afternoon, 
secret agent, 
sir. 

Welcome to 
our head 
shop. 


something for 
us, ond vee do 
something for 
you. 


Head shop? 

VOODOO I 
SOMETHINGI 
FOR — ?"_ 


Better watch it, 
Jimsy! These 
people are 
gonna steal your 
thunder, with 
nigh-class 
humor like 
_ that! 




r *3 

Lj 

T J 



— And you 


love it — 

\ 

LOVE IT!! 




































yyu- 



-w.i.yaiinngffl 


wr?7ic H 


Hmmm. I feel like I'm being followed. 
But, M&M warned me how New York 
con moke you a bit poranoid. 


I'd love to swop these rib¬ 
tickling puns with you all 
day, Negro person —but 
that's the car I'm looking 


[Quick 


iHorry X here. 
| 007-11 has 
hailed cob. 


uptown. Out. 


Come in. I 
We've been 


[ I II give this movie relevance for the social ly- 
conscious 70 s by associating freely and 
openly with colored people of the Negro race, 
to prove how hep I am. 


No. We know you're Simon Tempei 


the Saintly! 


reolized —this 
Harlem scene | 
gives me a 
chance to 
disprove the 
critics who 
claim this 
series is all 
played out since 
You Only Live 
Thrice! - 


expecting 


You mean — 
you know I'm 
Secret Agent 
007-11? 


Dash it all! I've been meaning to 
have that halo surgically 
_ removed!_ 


Well, my man just 
ducked into that ' 

restaurant. 


Jimmy-poo!) 


(Better try again, . . 

Y know, after 400 years of 
slavery, you don't look a day 
over 50! 


Allow me! 


(Ulp!) Time 
to think I 
relevant, 
Jamesie! 






























Enough of this 
stuff. Toke 
Whitey out on 

waste im! 


My name Is Solitary. Ah. Mr. Bombed — thel 


cords show much sorrow for you. 


the OLD 
MAID! 


freah. 
I boss. 


Now yer 
gonna 
get it, 
wheatie! 


That's whitey. By the way, 
I want to thank you boys 
for not plugging me 


Inside 


Gee —too bad all those 
! innocent colored-type 
.persons had to be made 
homeless when that 


(Groan!) That's what I 
get for goin to see 
Shifty In Africa 
instead of 'Diamonds Are 
For Never} ' 


building collapsed 


But we ll get 
you yet, James 
Bombed! 


Oh no— | 

1 When 1 was a child, 

NNOOOOI | 

J my nanny used to 

Not the Old _ 

—deal from the bottom 

Mold! 

of the deck — and 1 

Anything but 

always got the Old 


Maid! WAAAAAHH! 


















































[in the meantime. I'm glad to} 
see you're familiarizing 
yourself with our latest | 

trick weapons. i 


want you to 
contact our 

man in New 
Orleans._ 


Actually, M&M, I was just 
trying to light my 

cigarette. 




Isn’t it interesting, chief, 
how much of our 
everyday clothing and 
suchlike articles 
contain metal? 


No raise this year, 

I guess, huh, chief? 


Ooops! 



Hey, man, 
there's 
another 
one a them 
jive secret 
agents! 


Meanwhile, about 
"Our Man In New ' 
Orleans 


I And yet, 73 of our best j 
agents have mysteriously 
disappeared while 
| watching them go by. I 


ICould be a tie-in 


there, 


Let's lay "When the 
Saints Go Marchln' 
In" on im, pops! 


Hmmm. An 
apparently 
innocent 

funeral 

procession. 



You gotta I 
be kiddin li 


That takes too I 
long, and this 
levie s goin' slow] 
enuff as it Is! J 


How come we 
didn't use the 

"subtle stab- 
in-the-back 
and trick 
coffin" bit on 
this one? ( 


Stop! STOP! That 
man was one of 
Her Majesty's 

best agents! 


iBesides, I want tol 
hear you do "The 

I Saints"—for 
obvious reasons! 



Will this selection 
do instead, Mr. 
Bombed?_ 


It's called "The 
Scars and Strikes 


Forever"! 
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You forgot 

again, boss. Youl 
weren’t wearin' 
no mask. You 
took it off this 
mornin'. 


Punk gangster— hah! 
Beneath this clever 
facial disguise which I om 
now removing (Ouch!), I 
am really Premier 
Katawba of Pina Colado! 
(Oww! That smarts!) 


Listen closely, Bombed! Solitary loses her 
power to predict the future for me, if her 
virtue has been compromised. 


I As for you. Bombed - tell me 
exactly what you did with that 
woman —or elsel 


Answer me 
(truthfully: Have you 
fooled around with 
that woman over 
there? 


Well, gosh — 
it s kinda 
embarassin’ 
— but, since 
you Insist — 


| Well, not over there, 
exactly. But, I don't have 
[to answer questions from! 
some punk gangster. 


No. I mean 
wheatie — 
cause I’m 
gonna make 
him the 
Breakfast 


And then I made j 
my move! I leaned 
over, and I 
whispered slyly — 


That is the 
famous lady-killer 
secret agent? Get 
that wheatie outta 
here!_ 


First, we played 
'Doctor," and I I 
let her play withi 
my stethoscope I 


" — I’ll show you 
mine if you'll show 
me yours!" 


you mean 
whitey, 

dontcha, 
w boss? 


[Champions 



I Pun your 
jwoy out oi 
this one, 
James 
Bombed! 


I—My champion 
pedigreed 
alligators, that 
isl 


See you 
later, 
litigator! 


SHADDUP! 


ifm. 

I II be 

*3r 

cayman 

round 

the 

mm 

mountain - 



Let's see 2x + Jy=35, 
and if American 
Telex goes up 2'>, 
ond 24 apples @ 4(K 
lb.=applesouce. ond 
if Emma Peel makes 
it with John Steed in 
Piccadilly at High 
v Noon . . . 


Hmmm . . . several of those gators are 
forming a possible escape route to the far 
(shore. Now, if I remember my New Math . . 
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Hmmm . . . 
apparently c 
miniscule 

miscalculate 

there ! 


Gatorade? 

(Moan!) 


Here already? 
Boy, these one- 
panel 

transitions are 
worse than |et- 
lagl_ 


All right, 007-11 
next you II zip 
down to Pina 
Colada for a . 
showdown with 
Premier 
Katawba! 


Hey, they're getting 
set to sacrifice 
Solitary! Serves her 
right for dealing me 

the Old Maid! 


Look, will you clowns 
get it over with and stop| 
making a production 
number out of 
everything? 


Caribbean Island In 
the Irish Sea. 


You’re safe now, 
Solitary. The heck with 
relevance! We re getting 


(Choke!) 
Listen, 


Correct! I've 
been ordered to 
kill you, 

James Bombed! ] 


you 
wanna 

{g°gO 

take me 
back and 
(urp!) let 
'em 

sacrifice 

me? 

Please? 

(Gog) 


I Who — ? 

[Katawba I 


out of here on skis, just 
like in "On Her 
Majesty's Secret 
Surchorge" I_ 


There! That 

expanding 

gas-bullet 


leave his 
future up In 
the air. 


No. By 
Actors 
Equity. 












BmM 



































Hey —easy with 
those pearly- 
white teeth, kid. 
I don't need my 
ears pierced, 
y'know. 


Oh, 

Joaaaomes 


Safe? I dunno. Bad guys 
have a way of showing 
up in the next-to-the- 
last minute in my movies. 


I Easy, j 
woman — 

| it’s just a 

tunnel! 


shmunnel! 
Didn't you 
ever read 

| Freud? 


iRemember'Goldflinger ? 
Remember 


Thunderbcld"? 


[HAH! I swore you hadn't seen the last of 


[Fortunately, I've mam 


[ Hey! What're you doin' here, 
Robert Pshaw? I killed you off inj 

From Canarsie, with Love"! 


the train, which instantly slices you to bits! 


me, James Bombed! 


tolja! The 

next-to-the- 

next-to-the- 

fast 

minute! 


[You belter pull 
yourself 
together, boy. 


Wrong train scene!) 

Wrong train sceneij 


WE A 

number 


Hey! 

Quit shovin', 
man! You’ll 
get your chance 
to try n kill 
James Bombed — 
[just wait your turn! 


How can you be sure? 
You don't know the guys 
who write these things! 



| 

Oh, Jlmsy-poo ... 
it’s like you said: 
New York really 
has turned you 
paranoid! 





HHHhh 



1 

1 • 

Y JhLI 




































• P.S. 1984 DEPT. 


Each year thousands of High School graduates move on to college, and each year the many universities send out 
College Bulletin. And we call it... 


COLLEGE BULLETINS 



wjasm 


Chancellor Fubshudget has asked me to 
make the following comments. 


Welcome, students, to the pock-marked 
campus of the Idawa University of De¬ 
mise, named after Idawa, the Arctician 
god of cutlery, and located in the town 
of Demise on the border of Idaho and 
Iowa. We hope your fourteen years 
here will be enlightening, rewarding, 
satisfying, profitable, productive, ful¬ 
filling, and green. We hope you will all 
achieve the magnificent ideal of human 
growth potential spoken of by our found¬ 
er, Adam Idawa, when he said: "Taller 
than tree is bigger than bridge." Aren't 


Secondly, and this comes not as a warn¬ 
ing but as a reminder... since IUD is a 
licensed practical University operating 
under State Land Grant Axiom Charter 
1133, we, the Administration, are legal¬ 
ly empowered to kill any student who 
disobeys any of our rules. This policy 
will be rigidly enforced. What's more, 
we reserve the right to disfigure the 
body of any student accused of con¬ 
spiracy to break the rules. So, please, 
exercise caution. ■■■ 


Firstly, you are the first freshmen since 
the Great Virus War to show a definite 
downward trend in Genetic Deteriora¬ 
tion Factor Test Scores. This means 
that, unlike your severed parents, you 
will most likely not suffer total brain 
tissue spoilage by age thirty-five. We 
are encouraged. . 
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jers and bulletins to woo their prospective students. CRAZY now presents our version of one particular such 


OF THE FUTURE 


Irisws loivepsity 
Of Demise 
Orientation 
Address: 2007 



Your course work this first semester 
will cover our entire basic liberal arts 
curriculum, including psychmotley, ygg- 
drasil bending, urwine tasting, electro- 
trigonomosis, and Mayan literature and 
film criticism. You will also undergo 
sensitivity training, in which your cor¬ 
poral parts will be subjected to an 
electric crowd prod. 


I have not the time to talk in depth about 
our depth rules. When you get to your 
dormitory rooms, each of you will find 
there a copy of our official student 
handbook, the IUD Job. Study it care¬ 
fully. — 

I do, however, wish to stress our dress 
code: Men and women wishing to go 
barefoot must polish their toenails with 
official University Pink High-Gloss Toe- 
Coat. This polish must also be worn 
on the elbows, unless it is raining. No 
orange underwear will be allowed. No 
blue denim will be allowed anywhere 
on the body; you may chew a piece if 
you feel the need. Hair length is for¬ 
bidden. Ripped or worn clothing is per- 
missable only below the knees. And re¬ 
member, any infraction of these rules is 
punishable by death. i* 


Our 218-acre fully-irrigated campus is 
known throughout the nation for the 
potatoes which grow under its ample 
mall space. The annual sale of this crop 
helps us keep up with the rising cost 
of your education, so we ask that you 
respect your potatoes. ^ __ 


Feel free to use the mall areas for study, 
leisure, and, of course, for your month¬ 
ly self-depreciation ritual, but stay be¬ 
tween the furrows, please. 


Writer: STEVE GERBER 
Art: TIM KIRK 


So much for deformalities. Now, I'd like 
to discuss with you our campus, its 
faculty and staff, its student body, and 
some of the rules you must obey to keep 
University life wholesale and tangy. 


Every building on the IUD campus has 
been built to meet the specifications of 
the National Council on Mid-Channel¬ 
ling. Every classroom is fully equipped 
with the latest techno-educational hard¬ 
ware, including para-projectors, irides¬ 
cent warp lamps to prevent your 
thoughts from wandering, and pliers. 

Our faculty is noted for its brilliance 
but do not let this dissuade you from 
asking questions. We are here to serve 
you. Your teacher will be happy to ex¬ 
pose itself to complete scrutiny if your 
research so requires. ^ 












As far as student rites are concerned, 
you will each be required to perform a 
monthly public sexual self-depreciation 
ritual. At this time, the handmaiden as¬ 
signed to you will break one of your 
bones. You will use this broken bone 
in a provocative manner on the student 
of your choice, mb 


All students, male and female, will be 
monitored twenty-three hours per day.The 
free zone is yours for showering or 
bathing. 


I hope this answers most of your ques¬ 
tions about the Idawa University of 
Demise. If not, please refrain from 
asking any, because making threaten¬ 
ing paragraphs in my presence is pun¬ 
ishable by port swabbing of the ears. 
Thank you. 

Enjoy your boots! _ “■ 


Any male student caught with his rites 
down for any reason, including illness, 
is subject to injection with Caligula's 
Disease microbes and may be forced 
to eat of his privately. Female students 
caught doing same may be impaled for 
one hour on the punishment totem in 
the main quadrangle. 


.. < 


VV 




m 


You'll find our student body exceptional¬ 
ly willing, we hope. And we've taken 
every precaution to see that it stays that 
way. Female students will be fitted 
with pristine monitors, so that no one 
can attack you without first obtaining 
administration approval. All your re¬ 
sponses will be recorded on the climaxi- 
tron data bank in the Central Computer 
Facility for later use. y 
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' THEY ALL START OUT THE 
5ame: a man dressed only 

IN A GLORIOUSLY COLORED 
&0S1 r &J2 OF MARVEL S 
GREATEST, grandest SUPER- 
V HEROES BURSTS INTO MY s' 
BEDROOM' 


you've got to help me, ' 

DOCTOR THESE DREAMS 
ABOUT A WEIRD CULT CALLED 

A0O*1~0e/S/V0S OPOi V 

v Sft - ARE DRIVING / 

ME CRAZY! 


THEN HE SHOWS ME > 
P00/H /tfAGAZ/A/S, A 
OUARTERLY JOURNAL OF 
NEWS AND PHOTOS ON , 
THE MARVEL COMICS / 
GROUP', AND JUST AS / 
HE'S GETTING / 

ME REALLY—YA 
KNOW— EXCITED--/^jr 


/ HE SHOWS ME HIS GOLD- ~ 
FINISHED AVOPf /*f&H0£AS#fP 
CA00, RIPS OFF MY CLOTHES, 
AND PASTES A FISTFUL OF 
■ FRIVOLOUS P&OM 07MOX-OMS * 

N. all over my body! 


—HE TAKES OUT THE S&AAR/SS 
/MPSS^ ALL THAT STUFF 
CAME IN, STUFFS ME INSIDE 
IT, AND MAILS ME TO CC&'&AWP.' 
Y. DOCTOR,! NEED HElP!_/ 


MAIL CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO: 
FOOM, BOX 1827 

! NEW YORK. N.Y. 10022 

I I’VE NO CONSCIENCE! I'M WILLING TO TAKE 
! ADVANTAGE OF YOU BIG-HEARTED BOOBS' 
SO HERE'S MY MEASLY $2.50 - RUSH MY 
I BIG BARGAIN FOOM MEMBERSHIP KIT 
I IMMEDIATELY TO: 


FOR A LIMITED TIME ONLY; WE WILL BE 
OFFERING THE FOOM MEMBERSHIP KIT 
FOR THE UNBELIEVABLY LOW PRICE OF 

tesos and that includes postage and 

HANDLING.' DO YOUR BIT TO HELP STAN 
AND THE GANG TO GET OUT OF COMICS 
AND INTO A RESPECTABLE BUSINESS— 

GRAND LARCENY' 


NAME 


ADDRESS. 


CITY_ 

ST AT E__ 

PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 














YOU DESERVE 
A BREAK TODAY! 

SO GET UP AND PASSAWAY-at 

MacRONALDS! 



That's right! You do deserve a break today what with today's meat 
prices rising and the delicious hamburgers shrinking until there's 
almost nothing left to eat and you collapse from hunger. Yes, you 
do deserve a break today, but with Phase 1, Phase 2, Phase 3, 
Phase 4 and Phase 52, you can soon expect to find. . . 

OVER 15 BILLION HUNGRY 



The Sign Of The Fallen Arches. 



























